
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The individual pictured on the cover is a model and is used for illustrative purposes only.

––––––––

Copyright © 2026 by Hugh Wood.

All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


By the third hour of the drive, Dylan Brooks had accepted that friendship did not necessarily mean liking someone.

“You skipped my song.”

Logan Hayes kept one hand loose on the steering wheel and tapped the screen mounted to the dashboard with the other. “I improved our quality of life.”

“You skipped it twelve seconds in.”

“Twelve seconds was generous.”

“You like this song.”

“I liked it when we were seventeen. Then you played it approximately nine thousand times.”

Dylan reached toward the touchscreen. Logan caught his wrist without looking away from the road and shoved his hand back toward the passenger seat.

“Driver controls the music.”

“That isn’t a law.”

“It should be.”

“You’ve been controlling it since Orlando.”

“You slept for an hour and a half.”

“I was resting my eyes.”

“You snored.”

“I do not snore.”

Logan glanced at him. “You sounded like a lawn mower trying to start.”

Dylan stared at him for a beat, then reached into the paper bag between his feet and found the remaining handful of fries. He held the bag defensively against his chest.

Logan noticed immediately.

“Give me one.”

“You ordered fries.”

“Mine are gone.”

“Exactly. Because you ate them.”

Logan held out his hand without taking his eyes off the highway.

Dylan slapped it away. “No.”

“Dyl.”

“Don’t Dyl me.”

“One.”

“You’ve eaten six of mine.”

“That sounds made up.”

“I counted.”

“That sounds sad.”

Dylan put a fry into his mouth with exaggerated satisfaction. Logan waited until he reached for another, then darted his hand across the center console and stole two.

“You are an asshole.”

“They taste better stolen.”

“You’ve been saying that since middle school.”

“And I’ve been right since middle school.”

There were people Dylan would have gotten tired of after four hours in a car. Logan had never been one of them. Even irritation with him had a familiar shape, worn smooth by nearly eighteen years of repetition. Dylan knew the exact expression Logan made when he thought he was winning an argument, the slight lift at one corner of his mouth that meant he was about to say something obnoxious, the way he drummed his thumb against the steering wheel when traffic slowed.

Logan knew Dylan just as well.

Probably better.

He knew Dylan hated tomatoes but liked tomato sauce, slept with one foot outside the covers, had developed a shellfish allergy at thirteen, and still got irrationally competitive about Mario Kart. He knew which boyfriend Dylan had cried over hardest and which one Dylan had pretended not to care about at all. Dylan knew Logan’s mother still called every Sunday evening, that Logan had once lied about losing his virginity because he had been embarrassed to be the last one in their friend group, and that he could not sleep in complete silence.

There were very few mysteries left between them.

At least Dylan had thought so.

The wedding weekend had become a group project months ago, mostly because their childhood friend Trevor had made the questionable decision to invite nearly everyone he had known before the age of eighteen. Someone had found a sprawling vacation rental forty minutes outside the city, close enough to the wedding venue to be convenient and large enough to hold the collection of former classmates, cousins, and college friends arriving at different times throughout Friday.

Dylan and Logan were among the last.

By the time they pulled into the gravel drive, twilight had deepened into a humid blue dusk. The house was bigger than Dylan had expected, all pale siding, black shutters, wide porches, and enough glowing windows to suggest an expensive catalog had thrown up in the countryside.

Logan killed the engine.

Dylan unbuckled. “If my room has one of those decorative signs that says Live Laugh Love, I’m sleeping in the car.”

“You’d last twenty minutes.”

“I have standards.”

“You use my Netflix password.”

“That is unrelated.”

Logan came around the back of the SUV and tossed Dylan his duffel before Dylan had fully opened the hatch.

Dylan caught it against his chest. “Why did I pack so heavy?”

“Probably because you brought eight shirts for a two-day wedding.”

“I need options.”

“You need therapy.”

“I have a therapist.”

“Get another one.”

Dylan kicked the hatch shut with his heel.

Inside, the house already smelled like takeout pizza, beer, and the cinnamon candle somebody had lit in the living room despite it being nearly eighty degrees outside. Voices drifted from somewhere toward the back. They got intercepted before reaching the stairs, endured hugs and insults from people they had not seen in months, and were finally directed toward the second floor.

Their rooms were across from each other at the end of the hall.

Logan opened one door, looked inside, and said, “Dibs.”

Dylan leaned around his shoulder. “Based on what?”

“It has a bigger bed.”

“You’re one person.”

“I’m a tall person.”

“You’re six-one.”

“Exactly.”

“That is not unusually tall.”

“It is from down there.”

Dylan shoved him between the shoulder blades.

Logan laughed and disappeared into the room.

Nothing about the evening felt significant then.

That was the irritating part when Dylan thought about it later.

There was no warning. No strange tension. No moment when the universe politely cleared its throat and suggested he might want to pay attention.

He unpacked. He showered. He changed into soft gray shorts and an old university T-shirt. Logan came into his room without knocking while Dylan was trying to decide which button-down to wear to the pre-wedding brunch the next morning, rejected two options without being asked, stole a stick of gum from Dylan’s toiletry bag, and left.

Normal.

Completely, boringly normal.

At sixteen, Dylan had sat beside Logan on the hood of Logan’s father’s truck and said, “I think I’m gay.”

Logan had stared at him for approximately three seconds.

Then he had asked, “Are you still coming over Friday?”

Dylan had almost laughed from relief.

“Yes.”

“Okay.”

That had been it.

No awkward questions. No sudden distance. No performance of acceptance designed to make Logan feel noble for continuing to love somebody he had already loved his entire life.

Dylan came out. Logan remained Logan.

If anything, the revelation had made certain conversations easier. Dylan no longer had to pretend his crush on the captain of the soccer team was admiration. Logan no longer had to censor himself when complaining about whichever girl he was dating. They had gone through relationships beside each other, offering increasingly biased postmortems when those relationships failed.

Logan liked women.

Always had.

Dylan knew every serious girlfriend since sophomore year of high school and at least half the casual ones.

He had never once wondered what Logan looked like during sex.

He had certainly never wondered what Logan looked like while touching himself.

That ignorance lasted until eleven fourteen on Friday night.

Dylan had left his phone charger in the front pocket of his duffel downstairs. He found it beneath a hoodie Logan had apparently tossed over the bag, answered a text from Trevor about breakfast the following morning, and climbed the stairs while typing.

The hallway lights had been dimmed. Both bedroom doors at the end looked identical.

Dylan turned left without thinking.

He pushed open the door.

“Hey, did you—”

The rest disappeared.

Logan was on the bed.

For one absurd second, Dylan’s mind refused to interpret the scene correctly because nothing in his experience of Logan belonged in that arrangement.

He was shirtless, sitting partly reclined against the pillows with one knee bent and the other leg angled toward the edge of the mattress. His jeans were unbuttoned and open low across his hips.

His right hand was wrapped around his cock.

Not adjusting himself.

Not scratching.

Not some innocent explanation Dylan might have grabbed if one had been available.

Logan was stroking himself.

His fist moved once before he noticed Dylan.

Up.

Down.

His breathing had been heavier than normal, mouth slightly open, dark hair disordered as though he had already dragged a hand through it several times.

Then he looked toward the door.

Everything stopped.

Dylan stopped.

Logan stopped.

The room became impossibly quiet.

Dylan had seen Logan naked before, technically. There had been locker rooms and beach trips and one memorable drunken camping weekend when half their friend group had decided clothing was optional after midnight.

None of that had prepared him for this.

Logan’s cock was thick and fully hard, flushed darker near the head. His fist remained closed around the shaft for a stunned second before he seemed to remember what his hand was doing.

“Shit.”

He released himself and reached for the blue plaid shirt crumpled beside him.

What followed should have been humiliating enough to break Dylan out of his trance. Logan tried simultaneously to cover himself, get one arm into the shirt, and twist away from the doorway, which somehow resulted in one sleeve trapped behind his back and his bare chest exposed even more completely.

It would have been funny.

Dylan could not make himself laugh.

His gaze dropped again.

Logan’s jeans were still open.

His cock rested hard against his lower stomach now, no longer hidden by his hand.

Dylan looked.

He knew he was looking.

He also knew he should stop.

The rational part of his brain was producing useful instructions that the rest of him ignored.

Leave.

Close the door.

Apologize tomorrow.

Instead he registered the dark hair around the base, the faint upward curve, the bead of moisture shining at the tip.

“Dylan.”

His name sounded different in Logan’s voice.

Sharper.

Dylan jerked his eyes upward.

Logan had finally managed to get the shirt around his shoulders, although one arm was still tangled behind him. His face had gone red beneath the tan.

“I—” Dylan looked at the doorframe as though it might explain him. “Wrong room.”

“No shit.”

“I was texting Trevor.”

“Congratulations.”

“I wasn’t looking.”

Logan stared at him.

Dylan closed his eyes briefly. “Okay, that was obviously a lie.”

A strangled laugh escaped Logan, half disbelief and half embarrassment.

Dylan backed into the hallway.

“Sorry.”

“Yeah.”

“Seriously.”

“I know.”

Dylan pulled the door shut.

Then stood outside it for three full seconds, charger hanging uselessly from his hand, while his brain replayed everything he had just seen with obscene efficiency.

He crossed the hall and shut himself inside his own room.

His pulse was beating far too quickly for somebody who had done nothing more strenuous than walk upstairs.

“What the fuck?”

The question sounded louder than he intended.

He sat on the edge of his bed.

This was Logan.

That should have solved the problem.

Logan, who had slept on Dylan’s bedroom floor at twelve because Dylan had convinced himself there was something living inside the closet and had been too embarrassed to admit it to anyone else. Logan, who had stolen two beers from his father’s garage refrigerator at seventeen and then spent an hour insisting Dylan drink more water because apparently teenage rebellion had come with hydration requirements. Logan, who had driven forty minutes at one in the morning after Dylan’s first serious boyfriend ended things and sat on the floor beside him until Dylan stopped crying.

Logan had been part of Dylan’s life for so long that his body had ceased to register as a body.

Dylan had seen him shirtless hundreds of times.

They had swum together. Changed together. Wrestled on living-room carpets as kids and drunk-wrestled on somebody’s lawn as adults. They had shared beds when hotel reservations went wrong. Dylan had once woken with Logan’s leg thrown over his waist and shoved him onto the floor without considering the contact sexual for even half a second.

He knew Logan was attractive in the same detached way he knew certain actors were attractive. Other people
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